Chapter                                               "I WAS EVER   A<-

Twenty                                                FIGHTER,  sSr.Vv '

" Never strike sail to Fear ; come grandly into
port, or sail with God the seas"

AFTER a life so full of conflict and high
endeavour, one might  have hoped to
find its closing years lit with the radiant
glow of peaceful triumph, but this brave old
warrior carries his sword untarnished and still
unsheathed to the end.
There is something grandly pathetic in the
figure of this man, away on the frontiers of
civilization, fighting with his back to the wall,
striving desperately for what he conceives to
be the Christian standards of life, and battling
against those who are supposed to represent
those ideals in the name of what they call
Civilization* Holding the devoted loyalty of
most of his people as indeed no other African
chief has ever done ; simple and unswerving ia
his religious faith ; dominated by one mastear
passion, the welfare of his tribe ; he watches
the slow onsweep of f orces which he regards
as a menace to the uplift of his people aad
a weakening of his influence over them.
No living African has so completely vindicated
the potentialities of the Banta race, or won so
high a place in the aristocracy of character.
True, he escapes the woe pronounced upon
those of whom ail speak well, aad ho baa
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